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*7%o«« u)ho hmm ^ga£hermd 'tonnd the hearth»tone of 
THE "SHACK" 

HERE the spiders of care with their toil and their 
spinning. 
And sorrows and troubles have never an 
inning. 

Where the trees gently 
sway and sing love 
songs at night 
Till the hills call the warn- 
ing — "S-s-sh — day- 
light's in sight.*" 
Where the fire, good soul, 
from its nest neath 
the flue 
Will flicker and bUnk 
while I smoke and think 
of 

wild flowers 
and 
you. 
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Bragging is an awful noise. 



Never say die; when your time 
really comes, you won't be able 

to- 



COURTSHIP 
Good night, and please put the 
bread in. 

MARRIAGE 
Good morning, and did you bring 
the bread in. 



mm 



Before you make up your mind to 
be clever, consider well how 
many friends you can afford to 
lose. 
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VER in the comer the Piano 
Stool was spinning around 
^ and telUng for times. 

**Thc idea of my taking a 
journey I" exclaimed the 
Davenport. '*Why, stupid, I 
have only been here six 
weeks." 

♦ * ♦ * » 

"This is the one/' ordered 
the installment manj "not a 
cent on account since it left 
the store — careful now, no 
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scratches •— there we are, and ahnost as good as 
new.** 

********* 

"Good-bye," shouted the Back-log, rolling forward 
to get a last glimpse. ''Bon vosrage.** 

********* 

"How many there are," he thought, "who never 
settle down, and for reasons no one would ever 
conjecture from appearances." 
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If you make a practice of getting 
out of things, it will eventually 
result in your getting into 8<mie- 
tfaing worse. 



tsss^ 



It is a fine thing for a man to 
assume responsibility— that is, 
a fine thing for those who are 
shirking it. 



Speak up — if it is worth hearing, 
you cannot afford to mumble. 



Society teaches a valuable lesson 
— to those who are out of it. 
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The Pictures had left tlieir places on ihe 
tlie fire. 

Comparisons waxed warm and personal* 
The Madonna and Child, alone oF all th 
but tipon the hardened floor they knelt and 
wondious aong of "Good Will to Men." 
" Twelve,'* tolled the old-fashioned Cloc 
"S-s-sh — " warned the Rocker, "and b 

"die Madonna and Child are hack in their p 

* « * « it * 

" Good nighL^" called the Pictures reverei 
'*Peace, "answered the Madonna smiling; ai 



The Bacfe-W waited until he wa» quite ) 

as if ashamed of his emotion, Ke almost pi 
mouldings, all of you — please " 

When he had somewhat regained his ^11 
would think less of youi frames, you would^ 
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How many successful men there 
are whose wives know better. 



The minute a girl considers herself 
a Bohemian, men cease to con- 
sider her at alL 



Why ask to call? If you have 
made a hit, you will be notified. 



Never say good morning unless 
you mean it, and never be mean 
enough not to say it. 
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HE Clock on the mantle ^pieces 
of packing excelsior still cling- 
^,»^, ing to him here and tho-e — 
>^\ J5 yawned and looked at his neigh- 
"^^^^^^bor appealingl^. 
/j^^^. *'Don't pay any attention to 
.^ jjl them,** said the Vase, trying to 
'^ read the inscription on a recent Stein; 
"by next Christmas you will have be- 
come hardened,** 

**But what on earth are they sitting 
up for until this late hour? " queried 
the Clock, "And, by Heaven I he has 
kissed her again," he excl aimed, for- 
getting in his astonishment, at least 
two ticks » 

''My, hut you are unsophisticated, 
even for a this-ycar's present! " 
chirped a bit of old brass with con- 
tempt. "You department store dan- 
dies have a lot to learn*" 

"I confess,** apologized the Clock, 
*'I am so emharrassed that I do not 
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even know what time I am. Tell me, are they 
married or single?" 

''Married," answered the Vase proudly. 

''Not really?" asked the Clock doubtfuUy. 

"Yes, really," replied the Vase with emphasis. 

"My word! Is it possible?" ejaculated 
the Clock, who then, from absolute wonder, « 
struck 11:30 twice and expired from en- Jv*- 
largement of the main-sprmg. 



The Back-log rolled over and 
smoked — just a little. 

"It is really much to be pitxed," 
he mused, blazing up a bit, "how 
seldom people take 
what ought to be for 
granted." 
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A pest is generalljr some one wbo 
tells your story better than you 
do* 



//J 






Of course p kiss the brides for it is 
the one day of all days that you 
flhouldn'L 



m& 



Move ahead a little — you're delay* 

ing thin^. 



M 



Cherish your own hearthstone, or 
some one else wilL 
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LT was jtist comfortably dark. 
r The fire's dash and spirits had 
KX^Ji succumbed to ashes, while the 
different hanging lamps were ad- 
miring their shadows on the wall. 

The pale fairy candles from 
within cast a soft red glow about 
— the coldness of their light being 
filtered through the various shades 
of colored paper* 

Misa Pagoda, who hung from a 
stalwart beam, twinkled with in- 
creasing brightness as the hours 
wore on. 

Not a word had been spoken; 
yet little by little the other lamps 
turned gradually on their hooks 
and concentrated their strength up- 
on the quaint little stranger who 
was acquitting herself with such 
exceptional brilliancy^ 
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It looked like the survival of the fittest. 

One by one the fairy candles ran their course, 
struggled, gasped, flickered and went out 

Miss Pagoda reigned supreme at last, and said 
a silent prayer for their departing 
spirits. 

The Back-log roused from his smoul- 
der and took in the situation at a glance. 
"I wonder if I will ever live to see the 
day," he sighed, "when candles will real- 
ize that they can't live as fast a life as an 
alcohol lamp and still stay lit** 
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Why cackle — just because eggs 
are high. 



Matrimony may be a gamble, but it 
is almost a certainty that you 
are only taking one-half of the 
chances. 



Never trifle with humor; it is a 
serious matter to most people. 



Share your jo3rs with the world, 
your sorrows are none of its 
business. 
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HE Alphabet Blocks rolled them- 
selves over towards the fire, 
^ stopping here and there to 
leather in their train the Mttle 
7f //*^y/jn\vvv- " J^P^"*^^^ ^^Ili ^^ fu2zy eye- 
1^* ^JJ^^l^S^f^' ^^^^ ^"«"^ and various other 
'^^^^^^^J toys which had been suddenly 
' left scattered around the room. 

Together they gathered on 
ik(t'l^\Lij1\ *^^ hearth and wept bitterly — 
all except Judy, she of rags and 
acant attire, 
Judy looked steadily into the 
jl fire, lost in a wonderful grief, 
P The chatter of the other toys 
she seemed not to hear, and, 
Jj^'f save for an occasional sigh, was 
dumb. 

The house was silent; doora 

opened and closed noiselessly, 

and the quiet perfume of white 

lilies was every- 

^.a>y where. 

The Japanese 
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doll looked through her tears around the room, 
cuddled up to an empty nursery bottle and cried 
herself to sleep. 

The High-Chair groaned and creaked with loneli- 
ness. 

Still Judy looked into the fire and gave no sign. 

The Clock below stairs sobbed "three." 

Judy arose from the sleeping t03rs and moved with 
silent tread to where the blocks lay in close embracer 
Quietly she shifted their positions and caressingly 
arranged them. 

It was a hard and an earnest task. 

'There!'' she murmured to herself. ''There! and 
it isn't even daylight yet; they'll see it when they 
all wake up, and maybe then they will understand. 
I wonder if I have spelled it right — 

•THY WILL BE DONE.' 

And now for a bit of rest, for 111 have need of 
strength tomorrow." 



The Back-log stifled a sigh and f 
threw his remaining warmth to whe^ 
poor Judy lay in troubled slumber. 

"It's funny," he murmured, 
what out of the way places y( 
will find the most sublime fatth/^ 

iSp <^& ips^ ip^ c^ss lisa 
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^ put a 
^ tires 
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said the Door 
guest-room; with a 
guess that will 
stop to all of this 
o m e complaining 
about drau|^hts/' and he 
smiled egotistically at his 
own worth and import- 
ance. 

"Not if we can help it,** 
called the Misses Window, 
from opposite ends of the 
living room, and opening 
outwardly they swept 
11 every scrap of loose sta- 
«-J tionery from the writing 
table. 

« « « « 

The Back-log muttered 
in his beard, "It may be 
simply poor judgment to 
get the idea that you are 
die whole show, but it is 
positively dangerous to 
talk about it" 
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If you talk about yourself, why 
blame others? 



No one appreciates silence more 
than the person who can read 
well aloud. 



The only man I ever knew who 
was overworked was too busy to 
talk about it 



Why look behind you — you are 
supposed to be going the other 
way. 
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HE very last candle having been 
lighted, the parents departed to 
call the youngsters. ' 
On the very crest of the Christ- 
mas tree a tinseled angel, perspiring 
from the ascending heat, said her 
beads mentally^: and prayed to be 
guarded against the terrors of per- 
dition. ' ■ . / 

The presents were divided into sep- 
arate heaps on the floor and partly 
concealed by the lower branches of 
the tree. 

Every ornament was trjring to look 
her best in anticipation of meriting 
some special comment of childish 
praise* 
On the scale of Christmas tree pres- 
tige the Candles considered 
themselves the elite and 
looked upon the Popcorn 
Strings and Candy Canes 
as being quite impossible 
socially — hardly 
worthy of a passing 
%M word. 
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"Look here/' said the Candles, condescendingly 
addressing Miss Peppermint, ''reallj now, you must 
not^take it to heart when we get all thefattention. 
You are by no means to* blame- for your, humble 
origin and lack of t^illia^t attainments.", 

Wliereugpn the entire Peppermint family dropped 
a hmnble courtesy and a.**Thank yer, ma'am." 

The Presents smothered a yawn and loudly wished 
themselves back in their various emporiums. 

''What manners!" exclaimed the Candles. But 
then, what can one expect from a lot of bachelors 
and selfish clubmen but a lack of appreciation of 
refinement and culture." 

"Here come the children downstairs!" called the 
Hat Rack. "Look pleasant please." 

There was a hurried entry of infant night apparel, 
a swooping down upon the gifts, while, amid childish 
shouts of delight, cane after cane accompanied by 
strings of popcorn left the tree to be eagerly 
caressed by dimpled arms and cheeks, and then, 
staggering under their load of joy, the invaders re- 
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climbed the stairs and in the impregnable fastness 
of the nursery examined with specific care their 
treasure store. 

The Candles looked in vain towards the hall and 
burned as slowly as their melting would permit, but 
it was a forlorn hope. 

''My!" scolded the second girl, as she blew and 
blew at the topmost candle. "My! but these trees 
are a nuisance.** 

The Back-log smiled knowingly. 

"Lighted by the parents — ignored 
by the children — put out by a servant! 
If we could only purchase a round- 
trip ticket from Supposed Popularity 
to Oblivion," he pondered, "how much 
better we would all be for having 
made the journey." 
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The Andirons and the Poker were t 
intimacy. 

Even the intervention of the Small W< 

The feud was on, and the lack of harroi 
soot in black profusion^ 

The Bre had been without a real i^ODd 1 

Something diplomatic must be done to 
from being frozen. 

"Mr, Andirons is looking uncommonly i 
with her flattery, 

**Wc consider him quite the brains and 
Curtains, with a look of pity at the Pok 
important we have never found wanting." 
And then there was silenc 

"Say," called the Fokcr fr 
ing the Andirons, "let's make 
bad sort after alV And he ga 
that the Back-log was complex 

All was peace and quiet 
almost audible wink^ were ind 
furniture as it warmed up onc« 

"If you want to revive ol 
Back-log to himself, "] 
late the report that yoi 
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-fts, and all notwithstanding their forme: 



I had been unavailing. 

3^ caused much smoke and a gathering of 

L2e for weeks. 

ve the midroom mahogany and rosewood 

tH^** said the Cozy Corner, hiding a shiver 

tod looks of the room," echoed the Green 
^ "His judgment on matters trivial or 



for quite a spelL 

m m * m * 
Ti his comer, and address- 
jp — you are reaUy not a 
s the wood such a hustling 
ly overturned, 
again, while quite a few 
iged m by the frost<bitten 
more. 
« « « « • 

friendships," thought the 
ct some one to circu- 
are worth knowmgJ 
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If it's pleasant, confide; if not, 
hide. 


9m 


Remember, that where you are go- 
ing is only one-half as far as 
where you came from. 


IH» 


The early bird, to the contrary not- 
withstanding, gets there late and 
leaves early. 


^SSs^ 


A man may build the better fire, 
but it requires a woman's deli- 
cacy to rekindle it. 
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f BOOKS on the shelf near the 
clock were huddled close together 
in alarm* 

Upon the table below them re- 
posed a new liter ar 7 triumphs 

It had been read by every human 
being in the house and at the pres- 
ent time boasted of three separate 
and distinct place-marks. 

When the stranger had first ar- 
rived a paper protecting cover had 
been taken from a respectable vol- 
ume of Dickens and was now ten- 
derly caressing the unknown bind- 
ing of this fascinating enigma. 

"If we could only see the name," 
complained Audrey^ leaning for- 
ward to catch the eye of Richard 
Carvel, **we would at least have 
something to go on/' 
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''111 wager my illustrations against any two dedi- 
cations on the shelf that she is French, and Du 
Barry French at that,'' challenged the Soldiers of 
Fortune, "and for my part I hope she is.*' 

''Has any one thought of speaking to her — or 
him," queried Sherlock Holmes, "and asking for 
names? Something of that sort, it seems to me, 
would probably develop a clue as to gender and 
nationality.** 

This relieved the situation somewhat and, upon 
motion, Mr. Dooley was delegated to open nego- 
tiations. 

"Askin' yer pardon, I say it's sorry I am to moind 
yer business, but the swell set up here would be 
pleased to learn of yer social standin*^ that is, av 
coorse, if yer have anny,** and Mr. Dooley lapsed 
into diplomatic silence to await results. 

"Goo,** replied the volume, in an in- 
complete endeavor to articulate, "Goo.' 

"Well, I'U be blessed!— you know what* 
I mean — ** fairly shouted the Fables, giv- 
ing Mrs. Wiggs an energetic poke in the 
ribs, "if it isn*t The Memoirs of a Baby*.*' 

"All of which goes to prove," said the 
Back-log in disgust, "that the average 
scandal is eleven-tenths imagination.** 
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How many of us there are who 
talk of Switzerland and misspell 
Yosemite. 



Patience is a great virtue if it 
doesn't stagnate. ~ 



When all is said and done, poverty 
is a great appetizer. 



msi 



Have you ever seen a child cry at 
nothing? Well, that is what your 
troubles amount to. 
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F you will keep perfectly quiet and 

stop creaking/' spoke the Back-log, 

a bit vexed at the Double Doors, 

^'I will continue." 

"I seemed to be a youngster again, 
bare -legged, thin, poorly clad and 
homely, and I remember it wag cold. 
Under my arm, hugged closely to my 
side, was Maggie — a poor creature 
of abbreviated raiment » much abuse 
and sawdust. Together we stood be- 
fore the shop window and marveled 
at the wonders of the paradise beyond 
the glass. 

"We were inseparable, Maggie and 
I, and the first pang of her un worthi- 
ness was yet to enter my childish 
breast. Maggie and I against the 
world, the cold, and the sleet — Mag- 
gie and 1. 

**What wonderful things we saw; 
but oh how costly — seventy-five 
cents! with golden hair and eyes that 
stared or closed, depending upon 
position, and baby ribbons in the 
sleeves — could anything be grander 
or further beyond my possesBing," 
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**l gazed fondly and long. 

'Xittle by little the indoor heat combating the 
increasing chill frosted the glass, and gradually — 
so slowly that I did not realize the change — I was 
left staring at a window of frost, which in its blank- 
ness revealed nothing/' 

''Some one jostled me in passing. I was numb all 
over, save where Maggie, pressed closely to my side, 
fought o£F the cold and stood, as it were, between 
the storm and me. 

''Over the steaming sidewalk 
grating of a candy kitchen we Ww'^^S^a 

warmed ourselves back to com- 
fort." 

"WeU!" yawned the Easy Chair 
with a stretch, "what happened 
then? " 

"That's all," answered the Back- 
log reflectively, "only I've often 
wondered if little golden hair and 
baby ribbons, she of the wondrous 
eyes, would have stood by me as 
my little ragge^ Maggie did — God 
bless her." 
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In nine cases out of ten the man 
who uses "I" to excess works for 
some one else and is underpaid 
at that 



The minute you are conscious of 
being polite, youVe not. 



There is more real warmth in the 
constant smolder of one back- 
log than there is in the snap and 
crackle of a load of kindling. 



Don't believe all your mother says 
to your credit — God bless her! 




■w^^iff^^^^ 




Excuse and Failure, walking hand 
in hand, once came upon Success, 
who, by the way, was joumejring 
in an opposite direction. 




Digitized by vjOOQ iC 




Digitized by VjOOQ IC 




Digitized by Vji WWV IC 



Digitized by vjOOQ iC 



f 



Digitized by vjOOQ iC 



Digitized by vjOOQ IC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



UNIVEBSITY OF CALIFOBNIA LIBRARY 
BERKELEY , 



THIS BOOK IS DUE OK THE LAST DATE 

STAMPED BELOW 

Books not retarned on time are subject to a fine of 
50c per yolume after the third day overdue, increasing 
to $1.00 per volume after the sixth day. Books not in 
demand may be renewed if application is made before 
expiration of loan period. 



OCT Id 1919 



Digitized 



by Google 



."SOm-T.'lra 



YB 13481 



^ 



313144 



UNIVERSITY OF CAUFORNIA LIBRARY 




oogle 



\ • ; # / 



/•^•\> 






». •^• t; 



V f ■•. •*•. ••* 



/ •••**. 



